rheTi»6KobkKwfnten, 

*J^aHgh, As ever you heard, but fay nothing, 

I. Fr. No, . j 

‘Dangb. They come from allparts of thcDukedoajcto 
He warrant ye, he had not fo few laft night 
As twenty todifpatch,hce*l tickl t up 
In two howreSjif his hand be in, 
lay. She's loft 
Paft all cure, 

"Bro. Heaven forbid man, 

*Daugh% Come hither, you arc a wife man. 
r.Fr.Dds ftielcnow him? 

1 . Fr. No, would (he did. 

^augh, Y ou arc mafter of a Ship ? 

Uj. Yes. 

*Daagh. W her *s your Compaffe? 
lay. Hecre. 

^augh. Set it too*tb North. 

And now diredlyourconrfeto’ch wood^wher 

Lyes longing for mc;For the Tackling 

Let me alone; Come waygh my hearts, cheercly. 

Owgh,owgh,owgh,tis ap.the wind's faire,top the 
Bowling, out with the maine faile,wher’s your 
WhiftleMafter ? 

Bro.Lctsgct her in. 

Jay, Vp to the top Boy. 

Bro. Wher’s the Pilot ? 
j. Fr. Hcere, 

Baugh. What kcn’ft thou ? 

2, Fr. Afairewood. 

Baugh. Bcare for it mafter.-take about t Singes. 
fVhen ^inthia with her harrowed light £xemt, 
Scxna 2 . Enter Smilia alone ^ith 2 .T>i£lures. 
Emilia. Yet I may binde thofe wounds up,thac tnuft 
And bleed to death for my fake elfc;Ile eboofe, (op'“ 
And end their ftrife: Two fuch yong hanforo men 
Shall never fall for me, their weeping Mothers, 
Following the dead cold allies of their Sonnes, 

Shall never curfe my cruelty : Good heaven. 


rhermTohletmfrnmJ 4% 

What a fweet face has Arcite ? if wife nature 
With all her beft endowments, all thde beutics 
She fowes into the birthes of noble bodies. 

Were here a mortall woman, and bad in her 
The coy denialls of yong Maydes,yetdoubtles, 

She would run mad for this man: what an eye ? 
of what a fyry fparkle, and quick fweetnes. 

Has this yong Prince?Herc Love himfcife fits fmyling, ' 

lull fuch another wanton 

Set Love a fire with, and enfored the god 

Snatch up the goodly Boy, and fet him by him 

A (hilling conttellation: W hat a brow. 

Of what a fpacious Ma/efty he carries f 
Arch’d like the great cyd luno's, but far fweeter. 
Smoother then Teloys Shoulder ? Fame and honour 
Me thinks from hence,as from a Promontory 
Pointed in heaven, fliould clap their wings, and ling 
Toall the under world, the Loves, and Fights 
Of gods, and fiieh men neere’em. Palamon^ 

Is bat his foyle, to him, a mcere dull lhadow, 

Hee’s fwartb, and meagre, of an eye as heavy 

As if he had loft his mother j a ftill temper, 1 

No ftirring in him,no alacrity. 

Of all this fprightly (harpenes,not a fmilc } 

Y et thefe that we count errours may become him • ■ 

Hjrci^ut was a fad Boy, but a heavenly .* 

Oh who can finde the bent of womans fancy ? 

I am a Foole,my reafon is loft in me, 

I have no choice, and I have ly’dfo lewdly 
That women ought to beate me. On my kneet 
1 aske thy pardon : Falamon, thou art alone. 

And only bcutifull, and thefe the eyes, 

Thefe the bright lamps of beauty, that command 

And threaten Lovc,and what yong May d dare ctofie'eaa 

What a bold gravity, and yet inviting 

Has this browne manly face I O Love, this only 

From this bowre is Complexion : Lye there Arcite, 

Thou art a cbangling to himja mcere Gip fey. 

And 
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